THE THINGS  WE ARE

His consciousness winged softly away,
swaying to the great pulse of sound. It fled
silently between the bird-note and the murmur
of the wind; it passed like a friend among
many voices.

" Mr. Boston, sir ! " The landlord stood
before him, with his hands in his breeches
pockets. " You're like me, sir. I can drop
off anywhere. Come along and have a bit
of supper."

Mr. Boston followed. The drowsiness hung
heavy on his eyes.

" It's a fine evening/' he said, and his own
voice sounded to him unfamiliar and mellow.

" You're right/' said the landlord. " After
that rain. It's what I call a growing evening.
You can almost see the things perking up,
see 'em or hear 'em."

Brimming, saturated with sun and sleep,
Mr. Boston almost dropped into a chair in
the great kitchen, and began slowly to absorb
a generous meal. Mrs. Williams's benign
influence was there to receive him when his
torpor had ebbed away.

" He had dinner at Louie's/' she said to
her husband.

Mr. Boston woke to the fact that it was he